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“Fuck yes!”

 


I sank down on his cock, feeling his girth
stretching out my inner muscles, spreading me wide so I could take
every inch. I was dripping wet, the slick sound of our joining
almost as loud as my moans as I started bouncing on Brian’s
cock.

 


“That’s right!” I yelped, my words coming out like
hiccups as Brian’s cock hit a particularly delicious spot inside
me. “Fuck me so good, Brian!”

 


My cute, dark-haired bedmate gripped my hips and
said, “Ryan.” I twisted my hips, and he gasped, jerking upwards.
“It’s Ryan, but do that again and you can call me whatever you
want.”

 


"Ryan, sure, whatever," I said, breathless as I
could feel my orgasm creeping closer with every bounce. "You're
going to make me come!" My body was already tightening up around
Ryan's dick, and I started shaking.

 


Ryan growled his eyes shifting to werewolf red for
just a moment before sliding back to their normal brown, his hips
snapping upward as I came with a wail. My inner muscles squeezed
his cock, pushing him over the edge and milking him of every drop
of come.

 


Exhausted, I rolled off Ryan, sprawling next to him
on my bed, watching with appreciation as Ryan got out of bed and
tossed the used condom in the trash before fishing his wallet out
of his pants and pulling out two crisp $100 bills and leaving them
on my dresser.

 


“Wish I had time to stay for the rest of the hour,”
he said, brushing his hands through his dark hair and looking
almost shy. “I’ll definitely be calling you back again. That was
fucking incredible.”

 


I smiled, settling back on the bed as Ryan saw
himself out, my lips curling into a smile at the thought of the
$200 joining the rest of the fat pile of cash in my top drawer.

 


That’s right. My name’s Laurel,
and I have sex for money.

 


When the news of the supernatural community broke a
few years back, everyone freaked out at first. Werewolves,
vampires, shapeshifters. . . they were all real and had been living
and working beside us in secret.

 


Once the mass hysteria died down, all that mattered
to most people was how to best make money off the supernatural
world. Suddenly you had dentists offering fang whitening services,
salons that offered full body hair care for were-creatures, makeup
companies designing foundation colors to work on the ghoul skin
tones. . . it was wild.

 


Of course, you ended up with the fringe groups that
refused to accept our newly revealed citizens. For every sign that
advertised services catering to one supernatural group or another,
you’d see a hastily scrawled sign on a restaurant saying “NO
SUPES.” The more things change, the more they stay the same.

 


And that definitely extended to the sex trade. Tons
of escort services and strip clubs straight up barred any
supernatural creatures from using their services. For some of them,
it wasn’t a problem, but just like every human isn’t a male model
who can nab any woman he wants, the same goes for supernaturals.
The balding werewolves and chubby vampires needed love too, and
that’s where I came in.

 


I know, I know. I’m not really supposed to be this.
. . gleeful about it. I’m supposed to be disgusted with myself,
turn my head to the wall while the guys pump away in me, silent
tears streaming down my face. I’m supposed to end my days huddled
in the shower feeling like the dirt won’t come off and then
drowning my sorrow in whatever substance I can get my hands on. I’m
supposed to be horrified that I let these. . . creatures touch me
every night.

 


But I’m not.

 


The way it started was pretty much the way every
girl gets into sex work. I needed money and I needed it fast. I was
fresh out of college, and I was lucky enough to come from a family
in that sweet spot of making too much money for me to qualify for
financial aid but not enough many to pay for school so my student
loan payments were terrifying large

 


I’d been working my ass off all through college at
one crappy job or another, and I’d managed to keep myself afloat,
but all those deferred payments were coming due, and my side jobs
of making sandwiches at the student union and shelving library
books definitely weren’t going to be enough.

 


So I started trolling Craigslist, looking for
anything flexible that paid a lot of money. Not surprisingly,
everything that met that criteria turned out to be a scam.

 


Except one.

 


Buried in the ETC section was a short ad that just
read “Escorts wanted – set your own hours and own prices. Must be
willing to cater to ALL clients, human and non-human.”

 


Shaking with nerves, I dialed the number.

 


“Lucky 13 Escorts, Teddi
speaking.”
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